Saturdays and Sundays
These are Miss Lily Head’s own words (1905-1997) transcribed from a Dictaphone by Susan Monson.  They give an insight into life in the early 1900’s.

Our days were quite full all the time.  On Saturday afternoons, as a rule, Mum took us to town to Marlborough. We would walk in and then walk back.

Mum would buy something for us, those small bars of chocolate, things like that.  Oh yes, we got our treats and occasionally a little present, it just depends how the money was going and what was happening.  If the farmers had been good and given my dad different money for looking after their flocks of sheep and that, he would have some money to spend.  You didn’t expect it like people today, it was just if they were well-enough off they gave it to you. 

If she wanted to buy us anything, like new clothes, she put money into Slopers every year, she always paid clothing clubs.  And in the winter, when she took that money out, she could take it out and buy all our vests and pants.

My father always left all the money from the wool sale, that’s when the sheep had all been sheared, to buy us shoes, it was left at Hurds,  

We didn’t have pocket money, we didn’t need any.  We didn’t spend any at school or anything, it wasn’t like it is today.  Well, it couldn’t have been afforded.  Books was the chief thing they bought us.  We always had lovely books at Christmas, Annuals so we could all join in with them.  We had Nursery Rhyme books for the tiny ones and then on up about cats and dogs, all the little things.  Bricks were a big thing in those days, building bricks, spinning tops ‘cause you could do that indoors in the winter.  The little ones loved that, you’d spin them round you see.  

Our outings with our parents we went in a pony and trap once or twice to go and see their parents.

Sundays

On Saturday mornings everything had to be done, nothing done on Sunday as you know.  The toilet up the garden had to be swept and cleaned.  The doorsteps had to be scrubbed, the front steps swept.  The roadman was outside and he said if you sweep all the dust into the road then I’m coming along and I’ll pick it up.  Out the back all the paths had to be swept.  And knives and forks had to be cleaned on the board. You had powder and you had to rub it on the knives and forks, weren’t stainless steel then.

When my father came home, it was usually early afternoon, he’d go and get all the vegetables for Sunday dinner.  If there was anything still to be done he would help.

Sunday was a day for only doing what had to be done.  Mum would cook the dinner and one of us would help her wash up and when we were old enough two would do all the washing up.

On Sunday we were only allowed to read our Jesus books, no other books.  It was Sunday school and church in the morning.  In the afternoon we were supposed to sit and read these books, up the garden if it were summer.  In the evening we were taken for a walk with mum and dad and if they stopped to have a drink we would sit in the garden at the pub and he would bring out biscuits and lemonade.  And then we went to bed.  That was the general rule every week

